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T7;f mojl lamentable Tragectie 

But and you will not wcd,ile pardon you. 
Graze where you will , you (hall not houfe with me, 
Looke too't* thinke on't, I do not vfe to ieft. 
T hurfday is neare, lay hand on hart* aduife, 
And you be mine, ile giuc you to my friend, 
And youbcnot,hang,beg,ftarue, dye in the ftrcets. 
For by ray foule ile nerc acknowledge thee, 
Nor what is mine fhall ncuer do thee good : 
Truft too'tjbethinkeyou, ile not be forfworne. 

Exih 

Iu. Is there no pittic fitting in the cloudes 
That fees into the bottome of my grecfe 2 
O fweet ray Mother call me not away, 
Delay this marriage for a month, a w eeke, 
Or if you do not, make the Bridal! bed , 
In that dim Monument where Tib alt lies. 

Mo. Talke not to me, for i ! c not fpeake a word* 
Do as thou wilt,for I haue done with thee. 

Exit. 

In. O God, 6Nurfe> how fhall this be prcuented? 
My husband is on earth,my faith in heauen, 
How fliall that faith returne againe to earth, 
VnleflTe rhat husband fend it me from heauen, 
By leauing earth ? comfort me, counfaile me : 
Alack, alack, that heauen fliouKi praaifeftratagems 

Vpon fo foft a fubieA as ™Y ^ ie ' 

What fayft thou, haft thou not a word of ioy V 

Some comfort Nurfe. 

Nur. Faith here itis, Romeo is banifticd and all the world to 
That he dares nere come back to challenge you: (nothing: 
Or if he do, it needs mufl be by ft a!tb. 
Then fincc the cafe fo Hands as now it doth, 
I thinke it bell you married with the Countic, 
O hces a loucly Gentleman: 
%ormos a difhc!oa; to him, an Eagle Madam 
Hath not fo greenc, fo quick, fo faire an eye 
Pmh hatb> beftuo w my very hart., , 
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T thinke you are happic in this fecond match, 

I it excels your mft,oi if it did not, 225 
Your firll >sdead 3 ortwereasgood he were, 
Aslmtne herc,and you no vfe of him. 

r sLkft thou from thy heart? .. 

mrX^o^y fouletUelfcbcAre^themboth. 

Ju. Amen. 

2 Iwell thou haft comforted me maruellous much, 230 
Go in.and tell my Lady I am gone, 
Hauin-difpleafdmy father,* Laurence Cell, 
To make confcfsicn,and to be obfolu d. 

Nur. Marric I w«ll,and this is wifely done. . 

Iu Auncient damnation^ molt wicked nend, 235 
Is it more fin to wifh me thus forfworne, 
Or to difpraifc mv Lord with that fame tongue, 
Which flie hath praifdehim with abou'e compare, 
So many ihoufand times > Go Counfcllor, 

Thou and my bofome henceforth fhall be twame: j 240 

lie to the Frier to know his rcracdie, 
If all clfc faile,my felfe haue power to die. 

Extf* 

Enter Frier andCountie Paris. j IV.i. 

Tri. On Thurfday fir : the time is very fliort. 

Tar. My Father Captilet will haucit fo, 
And i am nothing flow to fiackc his haft c. 

Tri You fay you do not know the Ladies mindcf 
Vneuenisthecourfe,llikeitnot. 5. 

Par. Immoderately fnc weepes for Tybtlu death. 
And therefore haue I little talkcofloue, 
For Venus fmiles not in a houfe of tcares. 
Now fir,hcr father counts it dauna,crous 

That flie do giue her forrowfo much (way: (i 10 

And in his wifedome haftes our marriage, 

To flop the inundation of her t cares. 

Which too much minded by her fclfc alone 

MaybcPUSfrQUihubyiocieue. 

- J r J 2 Now. 


